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S é"g’ch‘ 4], seem to be
_u Aeipobive.to ming own.
Whien Sotiber's robbs upon the grove
Tn emerald, folds wera flung,
1 loved her fialds,and, bowers;to rove,
. Her blushing flowers among ; ..
£ *“Bat'now they have a stronger spell,
N s AI:;OF& y sl more dear, =
.. Thanwhen they bore aloft so wall
Yo , Lhe eplendor thq'ye’!‘."
It were yofit, that when the gay
.« Andgladspme Summer reigns,
.1+ ZFhelowly hears should. pour its Jay
- Of welancholy -siraing;
<17 ButAutuon—0! how deep and wild
Ite wailing tempest peals,
"# "And thiills the'soul, or ‘healing mild
#44 TPpon the sad heart etenls,
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Now may the mourner turn apan
*“"4Po the forkaken vale, '
“* - And"pour the sotrows of hie heart
"' Upon the moaning gale;
~And feel po blast of scorn coma down
Lika the blighting, mjldew there,
No withering tanatyno chilling frown
(1 Wpon-his humble prayer,
| "

Tha leaflesd woods; the flelds so sere,
1 destly love them all;
o o nd it is maeic W my dar
ks Ty lear’the brown nut fall—
' pomiirk the ristling leaves that spread
~"'Bo richly vale and Lill,
The Aqdirrel's ehirp, the rabbit's tread,
When all beside is atill,

" 'Oh! these are sounds more sweat to me,

AES ,Mo_:'n rieh, ten thousand ‘times,

; _Than woman's saft est notes can be,
... Or praudest trumpet. chimes,

s+ o For they. ¢voke the perished dreams

- Entomb'd with brighter years;

a iBrermy cheek had felt in lava streama
147~ T'Ne bitterness of tears,”
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|most. truly the daughter of Job Ra
|and a very etedlenmmkw 'f.-n?f -
as ‘Rose and I

0 . o|mot préftysithere-Lshe has'stbp
auoq| caress Catlo—see, that Wil

"|ly proporti

-|She is' a notable little house-woman

|is not ignorant, either—during the win-
ter she attends the county school, and [George Murry. returned from Europe.

sousbera-beed. yauth, “gou are jesting,
dearest: Aunt Mary, surely.” . " .t.lg‘
- “Not at all, said - his Aunt; laugh~
g merrily at his manner. “She is

can testifly: but: your:
atistoortitic totioks 'ql{flh‘ihite
are the pot, dear OF

iﬁlr rounded drii2ithe'deln
foot and dankle,

¢ fodt el if
o1 form is prefty ce-
aned. Tﬁcmrmng breeze
has blown dewn some little rebellious
|curls from the comb with which she
so carelully confines them-—see them
‘streghng’ as lrish Mary says, from uns
der the bonnet-——and that rosy cheek,
George, and bright eye.  Foolish fel=
low! I suppose you think a shoemaker's
daughter should be conrse, rough, and
uncouth. ‘Why Ally—or Alice, as'is
her real nameé—is as'gentle as’a town
bred girl, and infinitely better bred, for
kindoess and love have nurtared her.

likewise, for her mother died some
years past, and her poor father is an
invalid, She takes care of the little
garden, which produces most of their
simple food, and your uncle sends one
of the farm men once in a while “to
give,” as they say, “little Ally a lift.”
Job isable 8t times to work at his
trade, and lLis work is so well done
that he meets with a ready sale for his
shoes—that money buys the few
things economical little Ally and her fa-
ther need. That plamp little hand scrubs,
washes, bakes and sews. She is a no-
table, industrious little body. And she

when [ visit the city I know well that
the most acceplable present 1 can
bring to little Ally, will be some addi-
tion to her small collection of books.
She does a great deal of sewing forme
—all Rose's clothing 1s prepared by
her neat hand, and my common dres-
ses are wilnesses o Allv’s iandustry
and workmanship—in that way she
assists her father, who is so ‘ailing/’
But I must not stop here chatlering.
Ally has come to bring hame some
work, undoubtedly, and Rose's new
Sunday dress pattern came from the
storekeeper’s yesterday, and Ally must
make it quickly. Come Rose.” And
the lively light-hearted Mrs. Mills
hastenced from the room, followed by
the -happy Rose, who, as she passed
out the door with the waiter and
its etceleras, laughed outright at

situated : tawards each other ina

breds finished-man of the world,
year’s residence ‘abroad might |
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her early training enetl Her |t in her greetiag that ihade him forget
in copfidencg and Siie hudibey- sUe'was a bellé and a stranger, Her
v mel Wit tasincerity, Brougt up ht “eye danced most roguethly as
in the quiet village, hér ﬁfﬁéprom soul|she returned “his ccremonions salu-

neyer dreamed of change or. falsehopd
—hers was nota natureé to forget.

The finst Jester George received from

his Aunt Mary told him of poor Job

Ray's dangerous illness—he was near
dyiog when she wrote, and Ally’s uncle
who lived in the “far west,” was to come
on for her in-case of her father's death.

4] would adopt her myself;” wrote
the kind hearted Aunt' Mary—*dear
lile ‘creature, I am exceedingly
attached to her, and I would bring her
up as my daughter: my boys already
love her as a sister, and you, dear
(George, would not, I think, object to
her s a cousin—but her father wishes
she should go with her uncle.”

Poor George was almost frantic
with the news, and when he again heard
from B., Ally's father was dead, and
she, poor girl, had left with her uncle
for her new home in the then wild
west, He could gain no certain infor-
mation as to Ally’s residence. She
had promised to let Aunt Mary know,
when she was settled, but if she wrote,
the letter must have been lost, for they

never heard from her,
* * L

* * »

Many . changes took place belore

Sweet Aunt Mary was dead, and when
he visited B., on his return to his coun-
try, he fouud many things to sigh over.
Uncle Mills had supplied his gentle,
thrifty wife’s place with an other spouse
—-a stately, dignified maiden lady he
had wooed and brought to his home.
the village had much increased. A
large hotel had srrung up where Father
Job’s sweet litle cottage had stood,
Scarcely a spot remained as in those
happy days whea he and Ally wand-
ered through the forest,

To do him Justice, he still remained
unchanged in his love for Ally—it was
true that he expected to find her ais-
tant from him in point of mental cul-
ture, but then he comforted himself
with the anticipation of taking herto
a lovely Italian home, and by patient
love:lessons soon making her a suitable

that |

i+ & would no Summer day of earth
&1  Might great my closing eve:
© ' INOr wtar that plittered o'er my birth,
149 When I am ealled to die:—

4% My soul wotild easier burst the chain
ey {’n"r.':im; 8s it fiits sway,

" Inspir'd by strangth upon the wane,
o And Besutyin decay.

e Seleet Tale.
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_“You must always love me,
murmured. the, youth; “believe me al-
wayg true=—in a few years I shall be
master of my own agtions, then will 1
im my. little Alice for my
Remember, my own one; that
iyouw ' belong to me. - Ahl Aliee,do not,

ary

the prospects of a new Sunday dress.
The youth leaned against the window
long after the pretty Alice had disap-
peared—then suddenly recalling his
thoughts, he rang the bell for a servant,
ordered his horse, and shortly after
galloped o.ﬂ'or; l:is morning ride.”
L ]

Two months had rolled by, and the
|country surrounding the little village of
B—— was even more beautiful than it
A slight
frost had touclied the foliage, giving it a

Sis gadah , : rich autumnal hve. Geo. Murry and
Sheia adi .&L_-L'? FBAY_’ . . |sweet Ally Ray werec wandering in the
O PIRST AND, SECOND LOVE, | woods together. The boyl-over gazed

gl Yo redmed WYY Jnobiam with passiopate earnestness on the inno~

“Your village; dear -Aunt,iis certain-|cent face of the lovely child while her
Iy i sanost picturesquieand - beautiful {bright eyes were cast down, that he
place;™ 'said' George ‘Muvray; a'young'| might not see the tears which dimned

their violet beauly. They were onthe
rting. The next day and he
uardian
had resolved he should finish his stadies
at a German university and years
might intervene'§ie they should again

daarési,”_

I'he poor childy overaome with the
thoughts ‘of their seperation, wept bit~
1 térly, nd ‘He sootlied her - griel with
% aspuratice of ‘théir happy future.” She
d .oél;. ;1- with “sad ;‘;l'egdu;gf tn:‘ ‘the' Tlilulu
ékét he Wad purchdsed ‘at the' village
‘:!F.éi"ff’p tfd.w'n.':?‘}i!hh , Soiined

is, hair, while he claimed vhe[one |
qq'r,]ﬁ,gn'ji;’n. and bent over her|admire—he looked so.
ta choose, the ailky, lock—the sun was,
at its setting, and its ..ll.lm!.ﬁig .-slm%
.lign_;ugém'q,},;o cheescher dld lather~show . |-wished
beamofhopa a5 atype

LR L

| i He la%hh:;:try:xii..a&"w
ustelonslittle! girl jieelings; but. 9 ithe future: ;
o .“‘; "::: wrilllllt-ilii briﬂl-‘-‘«erﬂ Iof dymhﬁhdxaﬁlmdﬂ tﬁque. oM
pactation,-  Ha never d;eamod of how [knowledged belle of

companion. But no Ally was to be
found—the villagers had even forgot-
ten her, and he left this place with deep-
er, heavier sadness than he had years
before. Then hope danced *merrily
before him—now the future contained
no anticipation of a sweet wife, Alice
and home happiness.,. His uncle, who
had been bis guardiun, was a bachelor,
and resided on & large planiation at
the South, He and his nephew were
much attached to ‘each other, and to
his home did George repair, and so
readily did he fall into the solitary
habits of his uncle’s bachelor life, that
there secemed little possibility of his
heart-owiig another love—but who
will answer even for their own con-
stancy?
L .
“I wish you would marry, George,”
'gald his uncle one day alter dinner,
'They had just arrived in Washington,
in which place they iutended staying a
short while during “the season,” “A
sweet little wife,"uﬁis uncle econtinued,
“would cheer up our lonely plantation,
I wonder you have never imarried—
handsome, wealthy, nothiog to prevent
ou.” e it
¥ “Why,my dear uncle,” exclaimed
George laughing *you should have set
me the'example: yourself, why aid you
never marry?” .
«f “Fshould have dene §b; George,” res
plied his uncle sadly, “but the only wo-
man | ever loved died suddenly on the
eve of our marrmge. " Heigho! had she
lived, I should pot now be thelonely
greatore 1 am. I visited my frieod
'Morton this motaing, while' you were
lazily resting: alter yaur journcy~-~thie
‘ang whose politicalcourse you so much
bhappy—he was
sireiched out an.a . lounge; reading;
‘while big, daughtens, n beautiful witch,
‘was singing and playing away merrily,

she belonged-to me~-aad-thenl-thought
she: would make sotha'-gloFious "wife
r@r'!- i P Wi 70 .‘,' sl i

- | #W hatt/Miss: Mary Morlonpex~
i . shevisithe ad~
ashington, nay;|

oulig Bmiley bored me for an hour
this morning with her peerless charns

jand accomplishments.”

. But Georgo did not find himself so
Lbored whén he met with Miss Mor-
ton. He found her indeed beautiful
aod accomplished, but at the same
me there was an air of frank cordiali-

}nlil:m. and’ noticed his uncle's gratified
ook. - ,

He was soon her favored attendant.
She rode, drove, danced and waltzed
constantly with him, until every one
pronounced it a malch.  George was
deeply facinated with her, but at the
same tlime felt a keen remorse for his
bad faith to Ally, and a feeling of dis-
satisfaction’ would' come over him
when he'caught himselfcontrasting this
high bred, beautiful creature with the
lowly ally Ray.

“| could never love but once,” said
the belle one evening in a brilliant cir-
cle, as one Jatked of love, and first and
second loves, “A fig for your second
loves—there is no such thing as second
love,” and she extended her hand to
George, with a strange look of mingled
confidence and mischief combined, as
the band struck up a waltz—his brain
whirled as her soft breath played on
his cheek during the bewitching meas-
ure of the music—-he scarcely knew how
he moved. “1 will tell herall,” he murs
mured to himself~“she may refuse me,
but still she shall know that there can
be a wild, devoted, second love.” And
he told her all the next morning as she
was arranging some new flowers the
gardiner had brought for her tiny con-
servatory, George dwelt on the fer-
vency of his love for Ally—he des-
cribed with manly sincerity her girl-
ish beauty, and confessed nobly his
deep affection for even her memory--
the maiden blushed, and tears trembled
in her bright eyes as he dwelt ‘on the
sad years after they parted,

“But why did you not write to her?
said she, in low tones, as she beut over
a fragrant plant,

“1 did, over and again, but in utter
desperation, for I knew not even where
she lived.”

“She never reccived your letters,”
said Miss Morton, turning toward him
—he gazed at her wildly--“George!
George!” whispered she, as she drew
from her brest the little locket, “and
have you not recognized your little
Ally?”

It was indeed sweet Ally Ray. But
we will leave our hero and heroine to
enjoy their delirium of love, while we
explain in sober langvage how the lit.
lle‘eﬂl_\f Ray was thus metamorphosed
into the brilliant Mary Morton.~—
'Her uncle had become a distinguished
man. The Eastern and Northern
States send many such men as Eldred
Morton out - into the far west, to seek
their fortunes, and the habits of sell
dependence they are easily taught,
make them strong in the strife and
struggle for life. Ally Ray’s name
At her christening had been Mary Alice.
Uncle Eldred loved better to call her
Mary, for the only daughter he ever
had, and who died in her childhood,
had been named Mary, after Alice’s
mother, his only sister. - Many forgot
at last that Ally was not his daoghter,
and the old man wished that the world
should think her his child. Through his
indulgence and care she had every op-
poriunity of education. Keen natural
abilities, united to the earnest desire of
fitting hersell” as an equal bride for
George when they should meet, accom-
plished much; and at five-and-twen1y
the brilliant belle Mary Morton would
never have been taken for the modest,
gentle-little Ally Ray. Life has many
such changes, reader. Emma.

Tur Harepy Giri.—+Ay, she is a
happy girll we know it 'by her fresh
lovks and.buoyant spiritss  Day inand
day ouy she has something to do, and
she takes hold af wark as if she did not
fear to,sail her_hapds or dirty her aproo.
Such girls we loye and respect wherev-
er we find them, in a palace or in a
hovel. Always. plensant and always
kindy'they-néver tum up: their. noses
before-your-fice, or slander yoa behiod

Lyour backi: ~/They ‘have more

sense and batter) employment. hat
are flirta and-bustle:bound girls compar-
edwith these!c{zo0d for nothing but 1o

Giveous theiddustrious and hﬁ:v girl,
‘and-we vare net who 'a.hi' ishiona-
‘ble and idle simpletons, et rotey

faw |jecting every one—they accuse her of| |
years...: Whatsympathy and compan- Vslfhmg neither ambition or heart.—
exist between 1ha;&q

The Tiast 'Look.
There are few in this world who
have not lost some dear {ri¢nd, either
linked to them by the ties of blood, or
by a pleasant companionship enshrined
in their hearts, and hallowed ant ‘held
sacred by a trueand disinterested affec-
tion. The insatiate tomb has robbed
almiost every one whom it his spared
of some being
with pleasuré, who softened for lum the
asperities of life's rough path !

heart’s rich treasures—feelings, canfi-
dence and love. They have seen them
droop and die gradually perhaps. They
have seen the rose fade—the flesh waste
—the muscles relax—and the eye grow
lustreless, or beam with that unnaloral
light which is sometimes bora of dis-
ease, and only tells ofits progress. They
have watched with grief and tears the
shiftings of fever—the slow. sinking a-
way of life~—the hours of agony—the
days of quict and apparent convales-
cence—the hopeless relapse—and the
final triumph of death. They have pae-
ed the room where the poor body lay
shrouded for the grave, and where death
almost seems visibly present, casting a
shadow upon every wall und objeet, and
gazed on the rigid form, the marble
nspecl, the soulless, unspeaking features.
They have felt, too, that deep oppres-
sion ana heart sickness which comes
over every one on such an occasion,
where the grim tyrant seems to be
watching and gloating over his victim,
and the riot of decay is already begin-
ning to be seen. All this has lacerated
and crushed their hearts; but, perhaps,
the bitterest pang of all came with the
last look into the grave, when the coffin
had been lowered, the loved: object con-
signed to 1ts long, dreamless rest, and
the busy spade ol the sexton was Lhrow-
ing back the senseless earth upon it,
and hiding it forever.

During sickness, we have the object
betore us, wasted and changed it may
be, but still capable of communing with

fook nt;pudhthat is rdther disgusting.

us, of appreciating our kindness, of re.
turning our love, and of throwing a few
Tays of sun-light over the cloud of our
sorrow—faint, indeed, yct still enough
to gild its gathering gloom. 'There is
still the old smile ruoning now and then
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e snding
their hands to me, dnd ex re.* -
great delight at sceing “me again, dl-
though before 1 left New York these '
same nabobs would look “down on m 3
with disdain if I'had presymed 10 'have
spoken to them. | l_'enlry lorgot till *
they forced the truth upon' my mind,
that since 1 left them, [ had accumolar- |
ed a few more dirty dollars, and hob'.'
therefore, We were upoh an' equal
ground! Bah! the thought of money be- .
ing the standard of merit make§ me -
sick; and the fawning, canting obse-
quiousness which I withessed from ma= *
ny during my flying visits 1p America,
made me despise the nycoﬂhanu, and
almost wish I was not worth a_shilling
in the world. On the other hand I met
some good hopest friend, in humble
circumstances, who almost approached
me in awe—and then ‘again | féit a-
shamed of human nature. What a mis.
erable, pitiful and disgtacefol state of *
sociely it is, which eleyates a' booby or
tyrant to its highest' summit provided
he has more gold than others; while a
ood heart and a wise head s trampled
in the dust if the owner happens to be
poor!’ '

CriLprooD,—Childhodd, more than
any other period, links its remembrapce
withinanimate objects,perhapse because
its chiel pleasures are- derived from
them. The hillock whose top was lefi
witha flying step—the oak, to scale
whose leafy fortress had in it something -
of'that sense of danger and. gxertidms
in which even the earnest age deligins.’
—the broad sheet of water, whose
smoothe surface has been so often skime
med ahd broken by the round pebble,
to whose impétus the young arm lent
its utmost vigor--how deeply are these

over the features, and lighting them. u

with something of their former expres-
sion. The voice, too, though itis not
whut itonee was, falls upon our ears,
and we follow our friend with a sort ol
lingering hope, convinced of his doom,
vet half looking tor deliverance, down
to the very banks of death’s river. And
even when that voice is hushed, and the
last smile has faded, when the bolt of
doom has been launched, and the wreck
of mortality lies before us, we some-
how take a melancholy pleasure in gaz-
ing at the expressionless features, and
linger in blind devotion at the shrine,
though the deity which hallowed it has
departed!

Bm when we gaze into the closin
grave we feel that our friend has indee
gone and hidden (rom us forever, He
has made his final exit from the stage
of life, the curtain has-fallen, and we
shall see him no more, till we ourselves
pass behind the scenes. i

We know that we can listen to his
voice no more, breathing elogquence in
publie. or cheerfulness in the daily in-
tercourse of life. We can never gaze
into his eyes again, flashing with genius,
beaming with kindness, or shedding,
tears for human suffering. We shall
meet him no more inthe busy. crowd,
or at the quiet fireside. The grave has
received him 1o ils remorseless em-
brace, and his sensible presence is lost
to us forever.

All these - thoughts rush' upon the
mind at that moment and sweep over
the heart in & tempest of wild- and bit-
ter agony. The brightness of the past
but renders the present more dark—the
fature more gloomy. The pipions of
hope, though unbroken, are wet and
heavy with teais, and scarcely bear the
heart above " the grave into which it
looks, and where its idol lies, Oh! the
last look into the graves of kindred
on the cherished companiops of life,
would, indeed, scarcely be endurable,
did not revelation assure us of a resur-
rection, and whisper 1o our hearts the
sweet promise of immortality. ~ ‘God
help the man who,'at such an-hourids
no faith in that promise, and. bélieves
all which was his friend is' thenceforth:
nothing but dust]. Infidelity  shirinks’ @

creed, and nothing but g
throw any light upon

lway Irom the grav oﬁu‘mli Tin u_ngnnm-__
‘lations tathe believers .pf: lli%:‘l .
Sy

¥ .
]

things graven upon the memoryl The
great reason why the pleasures of child-
hood are so much felt intheir festaisa~
tion, is that they suffice unto themselveés,
The race is run withoul an eye to prize;

the oak is climbed without relerence 1o
aught that will reward the search; the

stone is flung upon the waters, but not

in the hope that, ere many days, it will

be found again. The simple exertion

is its own exceeding great reward.

A Nosue Feuow,—At a hard
fought battle between the Tennesses-
aos under General Jackson, and the
Creeks under the famons Weatherford,
in 1814, the rear guard fell inlo ¢onfu-
sion and endangered the whole army.’
At that moment, Liut. Armstrong wi
25 men advanced ngainst 500 Creek
warriors, with a single piece of cannon;
and checked the charge. Seven of this
little band fell at the first fire.  Among
them, Lieut. A., who fell desperately,
wounded, but cried to his men:—*Some
of you must perish, my brave fellows,
but save the canron!” They did save;
the cannon, says Gen, Jackson, apd the .
whole army was saved from defeat by,
their heroic courage, , Thejsame Licul.
Armstrong is now consnl to Liverpaol.,
These are the kind of men, when they
can be found, to put ia office,

Tue Deata Lane~~A person writ
ing from France mentions the follow<'
ing curious scene, which ' presgnted’ its’
sell on his visit to' the vaults' of 'the

Kings are entombed; :
‘But, the most  singular of all' ‘other
things is a lamp, which is kept buraitig
on the coffin of Liouis X VIIL and'w.

it is'said, is to be eontintied hdtning ultv’
il Louis Philippe 'diesidie’ bing the”
next king, on the-throng) to’ “the"
lamp will pass, until his 'sducessor dies,
Napoleon did -not die’ on e thfode
neither did 'Charles X' cénseqattit
Louis X VI{I has'not bieen Gufied, Heb
B e e

goout, It looks™ dreary ' dnd”
g“mnvmm_ vault, and-1 i
rily shuddered as I looked' throuy

]
1
)

1
i

i W "'.
the chumber: 8 duiith

FhLE uat

& l
the al
and the resting plase m'zﬂd.;rﬁ',ﬁﬁ.,&

. (7~ Doedéars the tongne of the kesrt

forth,

chureh of 8t. Denis, in which the French ' =

et U0

i 4

By

g




